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That but a moment since did hoarsely curse?

A maiden see I lying at my feet,        *

Defended by that grace which conquers all,

And superhuman nothing but her beauty.

Is't thou?   Ah, yes!    That white arm runs with blood,

Which my unfeeling sword has caused to flow.

What hast thou made me do ?    Art thou aware

That I came near to killing thee, fair image,

When in night's darkness I attacked thee thus?

And pity 'twere, indeed, to slay such charm!

Who art thou, tell me, thou deceitful being?

Thou seem'st so fair, and art so full of evil,

So well worth loving, yet begetting hate.

How could this mouth, a rose, which like a rose

Was made to breathe the fragrance of sweet words,

With darksome utterance pollute itself?

When Nature planned thee, she wrote gentleness

With pleasing letters on her first fair leaf.

Who set the sorceress' sign upon her pages?

Oh, I beseech thee, leave!   I hate thy beauty,

Which will not let me fully hate thy malice.

Thou breathest heavily.   Does pain thy arm?

Thou now behold'st the fruits of evil deeds.

The wound is bleeding.   Let me see!

(He touches her hand.)

Thou tremblest!

Fast beats thy pulse, convulsed is every fibre.
Perhaps thou art as bad not as thou seem'st,
But tainted merely by thy savage country,
And penitent, and full of pious shame.
Lift up thy eye and look into my own,
That in thy clear gaze I may see revealed
The hidden riddles of thy life and deeds.
Art silent, maiden, thou?   O wert thou mute,
And would another mouth less sweet than thine
Had spoke/ tfaw QWsed words that struck my ear! gloomy tower which is her re-
